Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
stantly. And he could not keep in mind, as he had of old,
every detail of the field, every unit of the army. The body
of the army was not coordinating; but the head of that
body was not thinking quite so quickly, comprehensively,
decisively as once it had.
He gave proof of this deterioration when he sent for
Marshal Grouchy and repaired to his carriage. The cau-
tion was in itself significant. Once he would have saved
time by galloping to meet his marshal, but eighteen hours
on horseback had caused him agony. Still, as the
drenched, red-bespattered columns passed him on the way
to their night bivouacs and meager suppers, their cheers
were spirited enough, and their gallantry restored his
humor.
"Blucher," he said pleasantly enough to Grouchy, who
now galloped up, "will undoubtedly retreat eastward.
Follow him at dawn on the Namur road and report to me
in the morning."
Grouchy looked at his chief a little in bewilderment. He
was a fair officer of chasseurs, but as a corps commander
new and untried. Possibly he was looking in his chief's
face for that fire which he well remembered and did not
find it. Once too the blue-black eyes would have studied
his lieutenant's face searchingly, found it wanting, then
instilled some of that fire, or sent another in pursuit. And
formerly he would not have given such vague directions;
he would have supplied details, and, above all, not haz-
arded a wild guess as to his foe's course. And that foe
was not heading eastward; they were marching west to
join Wellington!
That night he did not forget his wounded; in spite of
his weariness he toured the field to cheer them and see
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